TO ERSKINE

period, as I used to say : they bear some proportion to
the whole of life.    Write instantly.

SEQUEL OF THE ODE TO GLUTTONY.

in

Ev'n now, upon his elbow-chair,

A glutton surfeit-struck reclines;
See him look round with frightful stare,
And beg for drink with eager signs.
His gullet stuff the unchewed bits,
He groans and nods his head by fits ;
His high-swoll'n cheeks, that were so red,
With egg-shell whiteness are o'erspread ;
Ah 1 quickly thump his back, lest, for a boast,
Death from his liver rive his bouncing ghost.

t

IV

Ev'n now on venison much intent,

The great John Bull, pleas'd with his fate,
Gorges until his sides are rent,

And glows voluptuous o'er his plate.
He, while he eyes the godlike haunch,
Rubs his rotundity of paunch ;
Which, when replete in every chink,
His Worship makes sublimely think :
Or, an inveterate enemy to chat,
Delighted views a splendid store of fat!

Bread fills the mouths of hungry clowns;
The blacksmith's clumsy grinders go ;
The kitchens sweat thro' all the towns;
The cock now fry'd no more shall crow.
The baker tarts and cheesecakes brings;
The rusty jack, ear-grating, sings;
Each footman, with an angry voice,
Damns the confounded creaking noise.
The ham suspended, when the strings are broke,
Assaults Bob's powder'd pate with dreadful stroke*